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CAPITAL: OLD Mouse City 
PopuLATION: We’RE NOT suRE. (MATH DOESN’T ExIsT yet!) BuT BESIDES 
CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTY OF DINOSAURS, WAY TOO MANY SABER-TOOTHED 
TIGERS, AND FEROCIOUS CAVE BEARS — BUT NO MOUSE HAS 
EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEM! 

TYPICAL Foob: PETRIFIED CHEESE SOUP 

NATIONAL HoLpay: GREAT Zap Ony, 

WHICH CELEBRATES THE DISCOVERY OF FIRE. RODENTS 
EXCHANGE GRILLED CHEESE SANDWICHES ON THIS HOLIDAY. 
NATIONAL DRINK: “yen MILKSHAKES 

CLmate: Unpredictable, with 

FREQUENT METEOR SHOWERS 
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THE BASIC UNIT OF MEASUREMENT IS BASED ON 
THE LENGTH OF THE TAIL OF THE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN BE DIVIDED INTO A 
HALF TAIL OR QUARTER TAIL. THE LEADER IS 

ALWAYS READY TO PRESENT HIS TAIL WHEN THERE 

IS A DISPUTE. 
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MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHISTORIC MOUSE ISLAND, THERE 
WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY. IT WAS INHABITED 
BY BRAVE RODENT, SAPIENS KNOWN AS THE CAVEMICE. 
DANGERS SURROUNDED THE AICE-AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 
AND. FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED {T ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, — 
AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 
HOW DO! KNOW THIS? f DISCOVERED AN 
ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE. CARVED HIS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
ANDILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 
| AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 
TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING! 
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Dawn fell over Old Mouse City, the great 
village of the CAVEMICE. (Well, we think 
it’s great, anyway!) 

The first rays of sunlight, as yellow as 
cheese, shone across the entrance to my cave. 
I had a full day of (JAE /D work ahead of 
me — work as [Wd A\L{2{D as the stone I have 
to carve all day to write news articles. 


But I, feRonimMo STiLtonoort, was still 


asleep in my cozy straw bed. I rolled on my 


side and continued to snore loudly. 








& METEOR SHOWER IN OLD MOUSE CITY! 





I was dreaming that I had won a battle 
against the FEROCIOUS saber-toothed tigers. 
Everyone was calling me a WW@w°@ and 
showering me with grated cheese. Suddenly, 
a shrick as sharp as the claw of a T. rex 
shattered my eardrums: 


CMETEOR SHOWER COMING TO 
OLD MOUSE CLTy!Y 
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METEOR SHOWER IN OLD MOUSE CITY! 4 





I recognized that shriek immediately: It 
was the weathePSau Pus, a dinosaur that 
predicts the weather. 

A moment later, a tremendous thump 
shook the walls of my cave. Bam! Bam! 
Bain! This wasn’t just a meteor shower — it 
was a meteor storm! 

“Great rocky boulders!” I cried, ju™Ping 
up. “This flying reptile makes useless 
predictions. He doesn’t announce something 
until it’s already happening!” 

I leaned out, of the entrance of my cave 
and saw the meteors falling like giant 
hailstones. 

“Anyone could make PFeAiCTIONS like 
that,” I grumbled. 

Bain! Another meteor fell right in front of 
me, missing me by a whisker! 

Itumbled BACKWARD, and the weathersaurus 





& METEOR SHOWER IN OLD MOUSE CITY! 





laughed at me. 
“Close one!” he said. “And now that you’re 


done compilaini NG, Vl tell you my next 
prediction. There’s going to be an earthg —” 
Before he could even finish the word, the 


ground started to SHAKE under my feet! 


r* 
— aniske r! 
Ss 











I ran back into my cave to save my precious 
knickknacks. With my left DAW, I grabbed 
the A clay vase that my grandma 
Ratrock had given me. With my right paw, | 
grabbed the portrait of Cl vtssa Conf vat, 
the most fascinating mouse : ae, 








in the village. (I must 
admit, I am hgad 
Over fail for her. 
But she doesn’t know 
it — I’m very shy!) 

My paws were full, 
but I still had more to 
grab! 








THE GREAT ZAP! 





With one foot, I grabbed my secret stash of 
seashells (cavemouse money), and with 
the other foot, my pet fish RSEKW’S bowl. 

I was practically juggling! 

From outside the cave, the weathersaurus 


squealed again. “Almost forgot. I’m also 
predicting a volcanic eruption” 





THE GREAT ZAP! 





NXGHM A volcanic 


eruption was the last thing 
I needed. 

I went outside and saw 
a river of SiZZ\iNG lava 
flowing like hot cheese 












sauce down the street. 
I had to watch my tail or 
it would get singed ! 
Then the weathersaurus 
had one last prediction: 
“Beware the Great —” 


OW, Nol He couldn’t 


mean... 





Just as I had feared, the Great Zap struck 
me, 

Then the weathersaurus cheerfully flew 
away. 








“Happy to be of help!” he called. 

I shook my head at his nerve. Then I went 
back into my cave, whiskers SCOR CHteD 
and OMOK coming out of my ears. To 
console myself, I went into the kitchen and 
prepared a lovely cheese omelette with a side 
of meat for breakfast. All that stress had 
made me hungry! 





| a Z 
~ OW! OW! 





Ti HURTS! 





I sat down at the table and bit into my delicious 
cheese OMe|e-44€, which I had made with 
some tasty SWOMD herbs. I reached for a 
glass of water, but then I remembered that the 
pipe connecting my cave to the nearest well 

‘oken. So I settled for a horsetail* 
seams and a CQ@EMENG cup of fern* 
juice. 

I felt like I needed a bath, but of course I 
couldn’t take one without WATER: Also, it 
wasn't flea-picking day, the one day of the 
month when cavemice get clean. 


* Horsetail and terns are plants that existed in the prehistorie 
era and survive to the present day. 








a. OW! OW! IT HURTS! 


I brushed off my forest-green shirt and 
saw a big group of Prehistoric fleas 
jumping all over it. It was Zif and Zaf and 
their 357 children. 








| politely said hello to them, and they 


joyfully returned my greeting. (I’ve given up 
trying to chase them away — they always 


come back!) 
Before leaving, I checked my wll, just in 


case I became extinct that day. 





OW! OW! IT HURTS! ” 





Life in the Stone Age is 
very, = ivan As hard 





The meteor shower 
was still going on, so I 


erabbed my METEOR - 
UM BRELLA. It is made 


of strong stone, and I staggered 





under its weight. 

The meteor umbrella was the most recent 
creation of LEG EDISTONE, the village’s 
inventor. He told me it would keep meteors 
off me perfectly. 

I slowly walked through the streets of Old 
Mouse City while meteors of all sizes fell 
around me. Some were as tiny as a crumb 
of cheese, and some were as huge as a 
megalosaurus ce! 

I noticed that all the other mice were 











a. OW! OW! IT HURTS! 





s wiftly running down the village streets, 
and not just because of the MeFEOKS. 

Everyone in Old Mouse City, in fact, 
was running to their caves, grabbing their 
stomachs, and moaning. 

“Ow! Ow!” 

“What a Stomachache!”’ 

“HAS THE GREAT PLAGUE RETURNED?” 

What is going on? | wondered. 

I wasn’t able to ask anyone, though, because 
in the next moment, an enormouse meteor fell 
right on my meteor umbrella! The umbrella 
smacked into my head and DR,QVE me into 
the ground like a hammer driving a nail. 


I was stuck! This METEOR UMBRELLA 


was no good at all! 


iders, 
+ roeky BOv 
a eueh a fool! 





OW! OW! IT HURTS! ”“ 





Leo Edistone had tricked me into buying 
one of his useless inventions! And to think I 
paid thirty seashells for it! 

I wasn’t going to let that crackpot inventor 
take advantage of me. I wanted my money 
back! 


“. me? 
crit 
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INVENTIONS. 





As soon as I climbed out of the MOLE in 
the ground, I hurried to Leo Edistone’s 
workshop with my meteor umbrella in my 
paw. On the street, I was — ee 


rodent who was distributing EL VERS 
Ss for the new clinic run by the Club 


=, ng brothers. 1 took a look 


wn Tak ~, at the flyer. What great 
+ % timing they had! The 
\. brothers must have 





already made a 
fortune off the 
stomachache 
epidemic. 


Club Brothers’ Clinic 
\ Let Us Help Jou! 


~\ GAVE & STOMACHACHE? TOOTHACHE? 
PAW! PROBLEMS? 

At our clinic, we can take care of anything — even a 
dinosaur bite! How do we do it? With the Club Brothers’ 
Cure-All! A secret treatment passed down by our dear 
old grandmother. With new methods of local and general 

anesthesia, you won’t feel a thing! 
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LOCAL ANESTHESIA: 
SMALL BOP Ot 









CHUERAL ANESTHES HA: 
VIE HEAD 
MePnh Gteerere 
SPECIAL OFFERS 
Today only we are offering a discount on the cure for 
terrible stomachaches! Each Cure-All treatment is 
only twenty shells! 


TELL YOUR FRIENDS THAT THE CLUB 
BROTHERS CORED VOUS 









& EDISTONE’S UNUSUAL INVENTIONS 


My thoughts were interrupted by a loud 
CLANG! CLANG! ELANG! coming from 
Leo’s workshop. 

As I walked across the flimsy GR LOGE 
to his rickety home, the logs the bridge was 
made of started to MOVE. I flailed my arms, 
trying to. keep my balance, but I slipped! I fell 
into the WATER with a loud splash. 
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LEQ EDISTONE 
VILLAGE INVENTOR 
HE 1$ THE BRILLIANT AND 


MISUNDERSTOOD INVENTOR 
OF OLD MOUSE CITY. 


HIS DREAM IS FOR HIS 
INVENTIONS TO MAKE LIFE 
EASIER FOR THE CAVEMICE. 


HIS SECRET: HE ALWAYS 





SMELLS A LITTLE LIKE WILD 
ONIONS . .. BUT DON'T EVEN THINK ABOUT 
MENTIONING IT TO HIM! 
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EDISTONE’S UNUSUAL INVENTIONS 2 








Leo appeared at the entrance to his 
workshop. “Hey, Geronimo!” he called out. 
“Why are you swimming in my Swamp?” 

I shot him an angry look as I picked 
swampweed from my wet fur. 

“ll fish you out right away!” he 
yelled. He used a hook attached to the end 
of a branch to pluck me out of the Rauddy 
water and pull me into his dry workshop. 

Leo is a thin mouse with a long, gray 
beard, and is always full of energy. His eyes 
sparkled as he asked me, “So, what do 
you think of my moving walkway?” 

“MOVING WALKWAY?- I repeated, 
dumbfounded. “What is it, a device to get rid 
of unsatisfied customers?” 

Leo shrugged. “Well, a moving walkway 
could transport people in an AIRPORT, 
when they have heavy LUGGAGE.” 





& EDISTONE’S UNUSUAL INVENTIONS 


“Airport? Luggage? What are those?” | 
asked. 

“New ideas!” he replied, his eyes twinkling 
again. “If those things already existed, my 





moving walkway would be very useful. 

Believe me, one day this will be useful to all 

kinds of mice, especially elderly rodents.” 
My anger toward the inventor faded 

away. At heart, all he really wanted to do 

was improve the lives of others. So I 
decided not to ask for my 
..-- seashells back. 

, Instead, I said, “I’ve 
come to return your 
meteor umbrella.” 

“Why?” Leo asked, 
surprised. 
“It doesn’t work!” I 

informed him. “When a 








EDISTONE’S UNUSUAL INVENTIONS A} 








meteor hit me, it POWNDBED me into 
the ground. Maybe it’s good for keeping off 
the PALL, but that’s about it.” 

Leo lit up. “Why, that’s a great idea!” he 
said. “If I can make it LIGHTSR, it would 
be perfect for shielding rodents from the 
rain. Geronimo, I ought to make you my 
assistant: 

“Um, no, thank you,” I said quickly. “I’m 
very busy with my job at The Stone 
Gazette.” 

The inventor nodded. “Well, then, in 
exchange for the meteor umbrella, you 
can take any other invention you like!” he 


€xClaiMe€D. “Go on!” 
_ Then he led me to his clos€t of 
INVEHGIONS.... 





BELLOWS FULL ©? 
OF SKUNK EXPLOSIVE 
StiNK piNOSAUr 








EDISTONE’S CLOSET OF INVENTIONS _ | 
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a “Fig, Leo proudly showed me his 
, new inventions. I was 
impressed ie the a 
—_— dung, which 
could be used to start a 


-“_—~ without ¥/\ O00. 


“I sold this invention to a poor rodent 





who had never been warm the previous 
WiIHEEP” he said with a little sigh. 
Then his eyes got bright again as he 
pointed to a new shelf. “These inventions 
will help us DEFEND against the saber- 
toothed tigers. The bellows are full of 





NOW, THAT'S AN ven a 








Skulk Sik to assault their sensitive noses. 
The Scratching poWder will make 
them itch unbearably. And of course, this 
Superbean Concentrate powers our 
balloonosauruses.” 

Then he moved to the other side of the 
closet, and his voice became sad. “This, on 
the other hand, is my closet of N ot-Yet- 
Understood Liveritbioris. | cannot 
release them yet because the world is not 
ready to accept them!” 

He got a dreamy look in his eyes. “I just 
hope that the day will come when all ‘asin 
will realize how useful these objects are.’ 





Then he handed me a strange & 
object. 

“What do you think of this, eh?” he asked. 

The object was a tall, narrow piece of stone 
stuck in the center of a round, flat STONE. 





room THAT'S AN IDEA! 





“Um, it’s amazing,” I said. “But what 
is it?” 


“It’s a sundial, of course!” he cheerfully 


replied. “It tells time!” 
“TELLS tiMe?” I repeated, confused. 
He shook his head sadly. 








NOW, THAT'S AN ven a 





“Such a shame!” he sighed. “I was hoping 
that you, an intellectual mouse, would 
understand this invention!” 

He frowned, thinking. “Hmm...hmm... 
{ think I’ve got it! I have another invention 
to show you.” 

He rummaged through the shelves, 
MUTTeRING, “Where could I have put it?” 

“Um, what are you looking for?” I asked. 

“You'll see,” he promised. “-Dha! This 
is the perfection invention for you.” 

He held out a block of thin, rectangular 


stones held together with strips of leather. 


“It’s a stone BEB Op eee 


he exclaimed. 

He passed me the 
book, but I fumbled 
it, and it dropped 
right on my foot! 





' oom THAT'S AN IDEA! 





“AAAAHS | squealed. “That hurt!” 
He looked disappointed. “You don’t want 


my book? Such a shame! Just think: You 
could carve something into it. You know, like 
recipes ... or storiesy 

“Stories?” I repeated, curious. “Like the 


aoe i! It’s a Sifey 





NOW, THAT'S AN ven a 





ones our elders have told around the 
? What a wonderful idea!” 

I took the heavy book, thanked Leo, and 
headed for The Stone Gazette. In the streets, a 
chorus of advertising Squealers squawked 
loudly: 


taal + worry about your Stomae h 
mal the Club brothers and youl] ere! 


back in 900d shape!” 
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When I finally arrived at the offices of 
The Stone Gazette, not a single mouse was 
CHISELING away on the next issue. 
They were all home with a stomachache! 
Only my sister, Thea, was there, but she was 
about to go home SEK, too. 

As she was leaving, she noticed the object 
I was carrying. “What’s that?” she asked. 

“It’s one of Edistone’s new inventions!” | 
responded proudly. “It’s called a a b}ojo} kK 
You can carve stories in it!” 

“Stories? Like the ones our elders tell 
us?” Thea asked. “Why would we need to 


GARWE them down?” 





SOUND THE TOM-TOM ALARM! . % 








“So that we don’t forget the stories that 
make us laugh and d red ™,,” I replied. 
“Like that story Grandma Ratrock always 
tells about getting stuck in the pit of melted 
cheese. If we carve it into a book, we can read 
it again and again.” 

“That’s an interesting idea,” she said, but 
then she turned 
“T feel sick, Geronimo. 4 


or 4 
Gott a S O | % 5 ss " 





a. SOUND THE TOM-TOM ALARM! 





I went into my OFFICE and decided to test 
out Edistone’s new invention by carving an 
article into it. Suddenly, the sound of the 
emergency tom-tom rang through the village! 


It was an urgent message from our village 


leader, EFNESGE HEFTYMOVUSE. 





SOUND THE TOM-TOM ALARM! cas 








Here is the message: 


I hurried out of The Stone Gazette offices 






and ran toward the square. I like my tail 
just the way it is, thank you! 
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In the square, everyone was moaning about 
how bad they felt. 

“Ow, ow, ow!” 

“My tummy hurts?” 

“I haven’t been able to eat anything all 
day!” 

“ME, NEITHER!” 

The village leader, Ernest Heftymouse, 
addressed the crowd. 

“Citizens!” he declared. “We have an 
EMERGENCY: Every last mouse in 
the village has a stomachache!” 

I raised my paw. “Actually, I’m just fine.” 

Everyone gathered around me, shocked. 





CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! be 





“YOU'RE NOT SICK? REALLY?” 

The chief and his wife, Chattina, came up 
to me. Ernest poked me in the stomach. 
“Hmm, strange,” he muttered. “Why aren’t 
you sick?” 

I shrugged apologetically. "ClO «= 
I have no idea!” 


*Y ov have a stomach ac hep 
go™ 





oh CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! 





Ernest turned to the crowd. 

“Residents of Old Mouse City!” he began 
again. “An unknown danger is threatening 
us. This stomachache could make us all 
EXTINCT: But dont worry, | have an 
idea!” - 

“Hooray! exclaimed the villagers. 

Ernest raised a paw in the air. “We will call 
on our shaman, Bluster Conjurat!” 

“Waaaaaalh! the cavemice wailed 
in disappointment. Our shaman is often not 
very helpful. 

Bluster Conjurat SLOWLY made his way 
through the crowd. The elderly rodent had 
gray fur, a WrINKIEd face, and a very long 
CMNVE beard. In his right paw, he held a STicK 
with three colorful shells attached to the top. 

Everyone moved out of his way and 


exchanged NEF VOUS looks. 








CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! be 





“Shaman Bluster Conjurat!” Ernest addressed 
him. “In your great wisdom, what do you 
suggest that we do?” 

The shaman waved his arms and spoke ina 


mysterious voice. “I, SHAMAN BLUSTER 
CONJURAT, I see... 1 see... that if 


we don’t do something soon, we’ll all go 


extinct: 


ais serious! 


°h CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! 


Chattina Heftymouse impatiently stomped 
her foot. “We already knew that!” 
A murmur went through the crowd. 


«SILENCE! ” Bluster shouted. “or THE 


will strike you all! I 





see...I see...a mouse that doesn’t have a 
stemachache ...” 

Chattina snorted. “We already knew that, 
too! It’s GERONIMO StiLtonoot:” 

The shaman shuffled up to me, squinted, 
and then pointed. “Yes! He is that mouse. He 
is the chosen one who will save us!” 

«C056 ON.” Lrepeated with disbelief. 
That didn’t sound good. “Um .. . what do 
you mean, ‘chosen one’?” 

Conjurat stomped his walking stick on the 
ground and made his next pronouncement 
very loudly 


“Since you are the only one who is not sick, 





CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! be 





you are the only one who can complete a 
DANGEROUS MISSION. You must find...” 
Everyone held their Jf€8. 1. 
“The recipe for the potion that will cure the 


Great Stomachache” 





°h CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! 





The crowd gasped. 

“Now come to my cave so I can prepare you 
for your MISSION,” Bluster told me. 

I tried to slip away, but Chattina grabbed 
me by the C@P to drag me back to Bluster. 
“Where do you think you’re going?” she 
asked. 


My friends all felt sorry for me. They knew 
I was heading into DANGER. 





CONSIDER YOURSELF EXTINCT, GERONIMO! be 





“‘Poor Geronimo...” 

“We love you so much!” 

“You’ve always been so good to us!” 

Even my friend Hercule Poirat, the famouse 
detective, was sobbing on my behalf. 

The worry of my friends made me even 
more afraid. I headed to Bluster’s cave with 


tr embling paws. 








I was so anxious about going that Chattina 
had to push me into Bluster’s CAVE. Inside, 
the air was @@MD and heavy, with the strong 
smell of meclicinal herbs. 


As soon as my eyes got 
used to the darkness, I 
noticed a ¥jt'e pit 

in the center of the 
cave. Baskets full of 
berries, seeds, and 
dried flowers hung 





™N from the ceilings. Strange 
wt CEROEMONITETI. 


* masks decorated the walls. 








& THE SHAMAN’S CAVE 





Suddenly, a lighted TORCH appeared 
right in front of me, and I felt a paw brush 
against my face. 

“There you are, finally,” someone said 
in a whisper. 

“Ahhh!” I screamed. “Wh-who are you? 
A ghase? 

“Don’t be such a scaredy-mouse,” the voice 
scolded me. 

The torch moved aside, and I saw before me 
the most beautiful face in the entire village. 
It belonged to Clavigga, the intelligent and 
charming daughter of the shaman. 

Clarissa looked at me with eyes as @12/:\\/ 


as stone and deep as the STORMY sky. (> 


J 


“Geronime, are you happy ln ieee bal 


v My legs felt as wobbly asa bowlofcheese “ 
custard. I could barely speak! 





Clarissa ¢ onfural 
EYES: GRAY As STONE 
HAIR: PINK AND FLOWING 


PERSONALITY: DETERMINED 

AND FIRM, BUT AS SWEET AS 
CHEESECAKE. SHE ALWAYS GETS 
WHAT SHE WANTS. | 


HOBBY: IN HER FREE TIME, SHE 


TAMES WILD DINOSAURS. 


PET PEEVE: sHE HATES 
BAD SMELLS, SO SHE 
SPRAYS EVERYTHING 
WITH LILY WATER! 





& THE SHAMAN’S CAVE 





I was so nervous I started breaking out in 
Bed) and spots, as if | were 
a dinosaur with th¢easles. 

“Y-yes, I’m h-happy you’re here, Clarissa,” 
I stammered. 

I tried to politely kiss her paw, but she 
gave me a very firm handshake instead. WHAT 


A RODENT! 
arr! 
Then the shaman walked into re , 
@* ere 
the cave. va 


“Ahem!> Bluster said 
with a cough. “My dear 







victim . . . I mean, 
CHOSEN ONIE. 
Let us begin! 

“As a shaman, | 
can $@@ things no 
cavemouse could 
ever imagine,” 





THE SHAMAN’S CAVE 4 





Bluster continued. Then he winked at me. 
“For example, I can see from the look on your 
face that you admire my daughter, Clarissa.” 

I blushed, and he laughed. eae? = 
“Ha, ha! But I don’t Um: 
need special powers ; 
to see that you two 
are not right for each 





other. She’s as tough as 
GRANITE, while you are as 
SOFE as melted cheese.” 

My whiskers drooped: He was right. | 
would never win over Clarissa! 

“However, there may be one way to impress 
my daughter,” Bluster said, LEANW/NG close to 
whisper to me. “If you can complete your 
MISSION — without going extinct, of 
course — she just might notice you!” 

Then he looked at his daughter. “Clarissa, 
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what do you think of our CRIOSEN 
ONE?” he asked. “Will he return alive?” 

She looked me over from the tips of my 
whiskers to the end of my tail. Then she gave 
my arm a squeeze. 

“Well, he doesn’t have much in the way of 
MUSCLES,” she declared. “But he’s very smart, 
and that might help him succeed.” 

She picked up a bowl of Strange 
Green ; tad, dipped a finger into 
it, and spread the muck on my face. 

“There! A little bit of sweet lily water for 
you. I love [LiLi@S” she said. Then she 
sniffed the air and frowned. “I think your 
moldy prehistoric fur needs a double dose.” 

And with that, she dumped the entire 
contents of the bowl on my head. 

I was speechless. I was covered from head 


to tail with the sticky Green Goop: 
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But the last thing I wanted to do was argue 
with Clarissa, so I simply gave her a big, 
goofy smile. 

Bluster approached and waved his arms. 
“It is time, Chosen One, to go to the Cave 
of /Wemories. There you will find the 
secret Peeipe for the potion that will cure 
the Great Gtemachache. The 


— 


That's bette, C \ 
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reel pe is hidden in the most mysterious 
and dangerous part of the cave.” 

“Dad, no rodent has ever returned alive 
from the cave!” Clarissa protested. “And this 
chosen one doesn’t even have any MUSCLES: ~ 

“Don’t worry,” the shaman replied, “I'll 
strengthen him with one of my PObLIONS. 
Let’s see, I’Il need some codfish scales and 
some STINGING NETTLE powder, but 
what’s that last ingredient?” 

He fumbled through the jars on his shelves. 
“Maybe it was cave-bear fur, or tears of a 
toad, or BAT BONES” he muttered. 
Finally, he threw up his paws. “Oh, well, 
we'll just let the victim . . . I mean, the chosen 
one... taste it, and we’ll see what effect it 
has!” 

I watched Buster throw handfuls of smelly 


herbs and powders into a bowl. I had 
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no intention of drinking any potion of his, but 
he pinched my snout and forced a spoonful 
of the disgusviag stuff down my 
throat. 


“Drink up!” he ordered. 
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I started to feel ireehhy right away. Then 
my whole body started blowing up like a 
Balleen: 

Bluster shook his head. “How strange! ” he 
muttered. “Victim... I mean, Chosen One... 
I will make you a new pobion 
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With that, he gave me one NEW potion 
after another, watching each time to see what 
would happen. 

“Well, do you feel STRONGER?» he asked. 
“No? Oh, well. | wonder what’s missing 
from this disgusting brew ... I mean, this 
thiraculous potior ... Let me try 
anew mix.” 


ow ) 
ve tO get it righ yy 
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Finally, before he could make me gulp down 
something else, I pushed away and yelled, 
‘NO MORE POTIONS! 

I felt better. Much, much better. And as 
STRONG as a cave bear! 

Clarissa gave me a pat on the back so hard 
it would have knocked over a He FRisas. 

“Well done, Chosen One!” she exclaimed. 
“| like these traits on you. You’re BRave ... 
adventurous ... and smelling like a flower!” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Had she really 
said, “] [IKE . . . YOU”? Okay, so maybe 
she didn’t exactly say, “Geronimo, I like you,” 
but it was pretty close. 

Bluster Conjurat had known exactly how to 
get me to accept his mission. Just the thought 
that Clarissa might like me was enough to 
send me heading into terrible DANGER: 

“C-Clarissa,” I stammered. “Maybe when 
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we come back from this 
mission, you could join 
me for some Cheese 
fondue.” 





~. yer “*% “prefer a nice hunk of 


roasted meat,’ 


she replied. “But anyway, I’m not sure that 
you will come back from this mission!” 

My heart sank, “I shouldn’t 
have asked.” 

Then she winked at me. 
“If you do survive the 
cave, Ill think about it,” 
she said. “I do like reading 
your he wspaper.” 

She liked reading my newspaper! 

What a compliment! My heart was flying 
higher than a 
Bluster shoved a map into my hands. 
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“Go, oh Chosen One! And return with the 
Peeper” 

I took the MAP and Clarissa and I left 
the cave. We were saying good-bye when a 
giant paw GRABBED me by the tail. It was 
the paw of Harriet Heftymouse, the daughter 
of the village chief. 

“My dear GErPONMO-MO!” she 


chirped. “You are so brave to 













leave on such a dangerous 
mission. Remember that a 
delicate and defenseless 
mouse will be awaiting 
your return.” 

“Who are you 
talking about?” | 
asked, perplexed. 

“Me, of course!” 

she squeaked. 
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I thought that maybe the Great 
Stomachaeche was affecting 
Harriet’s mind. Delicate and defenseless? 
She is much STRONGER than I am! 

Clarissa looked curious. “Are you two 
dating?” she asked. 

[ blushed. I barely knew Harriet, and | 
didn’t go out on a lot of dates. I am always 
too busy working at The Stone Gazette. 


' ;' ye family; 
No, no!” I answered. 






Then Ernest Heftymouse 
arrived and squeezed 
me in a suffocating 
hug. 

“What a fine 
son-in-law 
you'll make, 
Chosen One!” 
he said. 
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Son-in-law? Harriet and I weren’t 
even dating. Who said anything about 
marriage: 

“You can live in our CAVE.” Ernest went 
on. “It’s the finest in the village! And I’ll give 
you a new club, too. What do you say?” 

I was about to protest when Chattina ran 
up. 

“You'll be sucha wonderful part of the 
family,” she gushed. “And I’ve already thought 
of your wedding present. A cineese 
sculpture of you and your lovely 
bride! Won’t that be marvelous?” 

“Everybody stop!” I yelled. “There’s not 
going to be a wedding! I do not want to marry 
Harriet!” 

Unfortunately, no one heard me, because 


everyone’s stomachache had suddenly 
returned. They all 72 # off quickly. 
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| was finally alone! 


Then a paw whacked me on the back, and 


I heard a familiar voice. “Cousin!” 
I turned, surprised. “Trap? | thought you 


9 
! 


were on vacation 
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_ MISSION! 





My cousin Trap took me by the arm. “I was 

on yacation, but I just returned,” 

he explained happily. “And just in time to 

learn about your MISSION. The whole 

ywvcome with yo, ’ . YILLAGE is talking 
i about it!” 

| I sighed. “Yeah, 


I’m STUCK 
doing it. 





And now 
I really 
need to 

— get going, 

and... 
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Trap didn’t let me finish. 

“This Great Stomachache is bad for 
business at my ROFHEN FEath Tavern,” 
Trap went on, “so I decided I might as well 
go with you. Speaking of which, WHEKE 
exactly are we going?” 

I looked at the sky and sighed, defeated. 
Whenever Trap gets involved, things usually 
become a MESS. But I reluctantly agreed to 
him coming. I know that when Trap gets an 
ideg into his head, it’s impossible to make 
him change his mind! 

“I need to go to this MYSTERIOUS cave,” 
I explained. “See, the route is marked here.” 

I unrolled the MAP that Buster had drawn 
on a banana leaf for me. When I started to 
read the terrifying names of the places | 
would need to cross, I turned as DAG as 
mozzarella! 








“A. OLD MOUSE CITY: start! 

@ PREHISTORIC VOLCANO: danger of roasting! 

@ WILD DINOSAUR PLAIN: danger of sharp claws! 
& MOSQUITO SWAMP: danger of swarm attack! 

“5, DESERT OF GIANT SCORPIONS: danger of stinging! 








. WERE-BAT LAIR: danger of fangs! 

“TD SHIFTING SANDS: danger of sinking! 
= TIGER CAMP: danger of being eaten! 
« ” FOGGY PASS: danger of getting lost! 
10) CAVE OF MEMORIES: danger unknown! 
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Shifting sands? Giant scorpions? Were- 
bats? Wild dinosaurs? 
“GREAT ROCKY BOULDERS, 
) WE COULD GO EXTINCT 
>> ON THIS MISSION!” 1 


\ 
cavy . 
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exclaimed. 
Trap shrugged his 
shoulders. “Eh, they’re 
just rumors,” he said. 
“You'll see, when we return 
to Old Mouse City with the CUPFE for the 
Great Stomachache, we’ll be greeted as 

heroes.” 

Before leaving, we stopped at my cave to 
get some supplies. I grabbed my club for 
protection and then packed some provisions: 


hard Cineese, soft cheese, SWEESE 
sticks, CHEESE wheels, cheese bread, 
dried berries and cheese. and some 
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meat with cheese sauce. 

Finally, I packed a hollow @OURD filled 
with fern juice (since my water pipes were 
still broken). It was 





going to be a long 
journey. 

I gave one last : 
look at my cozy ye S— 
cave and S(gVed. “a 
Then I left to meet my 
destiny ... and, perhaps, my extinction! 









| DOUBLE DOSE! 


Qe 








My AUT°SAUR US was parked on the 


street in front of my cave. Trap and I jumped 
on board, but he immediately tossed us off. 

“I won’t do it!” the dinosaur protested. 
“For a double load, I need a double dose of 
my SUperfruit Smoothie:” 

I knew I had to give in or he wouldn’t take 
us anywhere. Fortunately, I had a good supply 
of his smoothie stored up. 

He slurped it down in an instant, and 
then we climbed into the saddle. He reared up 
on his hind legs and took off at a GALLOP 

We quickly crossed the empty city and 
passed the anti-tiger FENCE. Then we 
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followed the shaman’s map outside the city 


limits — and into UNKNOWN TERRITORY. 
Remember all those DANGERS I saw on 


the map? Well, we soon found out that they 


weren't just rumors. They were all true! 
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nearly roasted us. 
[ Then a herd of 
: cs ix\ very hungry wild 


mace chased us, trying 
i to chomp our tails. 


them some food!” I yelled. 





It was a good plan. The 
began to fight among 
themselves as they all 


tried to @@VOUTF it. 
Then we got to the 


dinos 







swamp, and the 
meat-eating 
mos uitoes 
started to & 
bite our 
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ears. We fought them 
off with our clubs. 
Then the giant 
Scorpions tried 
to pinch the legs of 
my autosaurus, but 
he ran away. 

“Hey, Cousin,” 
Trap said. ‘Are 
we through 
the danger?” 

I checked the map. “Oh, no! ~ 
We’re entering 
the lair of the 
were-bats.” 


As soon as 


a 


ovip! 







the words 
left my 
mouth, 


















a swarm of were-bats dove at us! We 
ran, sinking into the Snel 
SSwyaysjp. Luckily, the bats 
fainted from the stinky smell! 

We crawled out of the swamp, 
dripping, and another terrible 
surprise awaited us: a pack of fierce 
SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS: 
They chased us along a narrow path 
on top of a cliff, high above the sea. 

«(D)\\W/SY> 1 yelted. 

The autosaurus dove off the 
cliff, and we all splashed into the 
sea. Luckily, my autosaurus is an 


AMPRUEBYAN — he can move 


on the ground and in the water. He 
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paddled through the water, and we landed 
safely on the Leach. 
I was lucky that I had chosen a multipurpose 





model of autosaurus. He had saved us from 
early extinetion: 
Exhausted from all of the danger, | FA¢N2RG. 
I soon woke up because my autosaurus was 
my face. I hugged him, thinking 
he was showing me some affection, but 
he shrugged me off. 
“I just wanted to be sure you were awake,” 
he said. “I need a triple dose of SUPer fruit 
Smoothie after all this running and 


swimming!” 


“Welcome back to the living, Cousin,” Trap 
interrupted. “Now, I have good news and 
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BAD NEWS. Which do you want to hear first?” 
“The good news,” I replied. “I need to 
hear something positive!” 
Trap grinned. “The good news is that 
we ve finally reached the cave!” 
“Then what's the BAD NEWS?” I asked. 
“The BAD NEWS is... right in front of 


us!” Trap said, pointing. 





e/: 
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waar s THE 





~ PASSWORD? 





An enormouse G@AWE BEAR was 
sleeping in front of the cave. Trembling, we 
tiptoed past it, but I stepped on a branch. 
SNAP! The sound woke the bear, who 
growled at us threateningly. 
His eyes were red with 
fury. 
Then we heard a voice. 
"DOWN, FLUFFY!” 
The guardian of the 
cave, a grizzled rodent 
with a long beard, was 
perched on a rock. 





“Relax, my Fluffy won’t 








WHAT'S THE massworne at 





bite,” the guardian said. “At least, not 


unless I ask him to. Ha, ha!” 
















“Please let us pass,” I said, 
a little nervously. “We 
are on a mission and need 
to enter the cave.” 

The guardian raised : 
an eyebrow. “You may o | 
enter — if you know the o> Fa 
DaAsswOrd » /@° 4 

Password? I started to . 

panic. “Please, just let us 
enter!” I begged. “Old Mouse’ _ 
City is suffering from the | 
Great Stomachache. 
I am the chosen ol 
one, and I need 
to find the recipe 
for the cure.” 


BE oo: THE PASSWORD? 





The gu ara tan shook his head. 
“What’s the password? If you don’t know 
it, I will have to set Fluffy on you! He’s very 

. He hasn’t eaten in days.” 

Fluffy d rooled, thinking about his next 
meal — us! 

“ Concentrate, Cousin!” Trap squealed. 

“Try to think of the password!” 

I closed my eyes and 
tried to think (which isn’t 
easy to do with a hungry 
cave bear d rooting in 


front of you!). 





I tried to remember 
everything the shaman had 
said to me. Bluster hadn’t mentioned 


a DASSWOF at all. 
“That SILLY SHAMAN? I shrieked. 
“When I get back — if 1 get back — I'll give 





WHAT'S THE PASSWORD? ~~ 








'” 


him a piece of my mind 

I had to do something, so I started to shout 
out random words. “Cave! Swamp! Great 
rock boulders! Coconut head!” 

The guardian shook his shaggy head once 
again. “No, that’s not it! I guess I’ll have to 
release Fluffy. .. .” 

Trap nudged me. “Come on, say it! What 
are you waiting for? The next LCE AGE? 

But the guardian had already signaled 
to Fluffy. The cave bear moved toward us, 

prowling. ... 

Terrified, | shouted, “Bluster said nothing 
about a password. Nothing!” 

The hermit looked surprised. “What did 
you say? Did you say nothing’? Well done! 
That’s the password!” 

Trap and I looked at each other, confused. 
But at least we were safe. 
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“DOWN, FLUFFY!" the guardian 


commanded. “Stay away from the chosen 
one!” 

But the order came too late. CHOMP! 
Fluffy bit the tIiP oF MY TAIL, itching 
for a taste of the meal that he was missing. 

“Bad Fluffy!” the hermit scolded. 

Thankfully, Fluffy then climbed back on 


top of his rock, pouting. 
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The guardian gave each of us — including 
Fluffy — a lit GOrch. 

“Follow me,” he said. 

We obeyed, keeping a safe distance from 
Fluffy (we still didn’t trust him) as the rodent 
led us into the Cave of Memories. We 
walked down a set of stone stairs and found 
ourselves in an enormouse grotto. Torchlight 
danced across the walls as we gazed around 
in QW. 

The walls and stone columns were 
PALNTED with scenes of typical activities 
of the CAVEMICE: running from dinosaurs, 
riding on the backs of mammoths, battling 
tigers... 


PETRIFIED CHEESE, WHAT AN 
INCREDIBLE PLACE! 
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We began to explore the cave, following the 
MAP that Bluster had given me. In the Room 
of Cave Paintings, all of the most IMPORTANT 
MOMENTS in the history of Old Mouse City 
had been painted: 
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THE BIRTH OF THE 
TWINS WHO FOUNDED 


THE CITY ~~ ie 
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THE DISCOVERY OF THE oy 








STONE OF FIRE | 
THE aTTae 

K 0 
rm Honor TIGER 
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Then we admired the portraits of the 
Heftymouse dynasty, which for generations 
have been leaders of Old Mouse City. 
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1. Entrance 
2. Fluffy’s Den 

3. Room of Cave Paintings 
4. Bat Room 

5. Hall of Shamans’ Secrets 
6. Underground Labyrinth 
7. Thermal Water Fountain 
8. Underground Lake 

9. Secret Passageway 


10. Cemetery (for those trapped in the cave) 


11. Guardian's Quarters 
12. Piranha Pool 
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DANGEROUS HIDDEN 
TUNNEL 


resting 3 
FEROCIOUS BATS RARGEROUS 
DANGEROUS FENCE FALLING BOULDERS 
MADE OF SPEARS 
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As we left the Room of Cave Paintings, the 
eround began to shake. 

“Quick! Let’s get out of here before 
everything collapses!” Trap squealed. 

The guardian and Fluffy had already taken 
off, and we followed them. But a LAWDSL/DE 


of rocks crashed down, blocking the exit! We 


were TRAPPED: 
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-HEEEL? [, I yelled. “We’re trapped!” 
“Well, at least we’re not AlONE in here 
with Fluffy,” Trap said with a laugh. 





I found myself laughing, too. “Thanks, 
Trap. This is what friends are for: making 
the best of a bad situation!” 

Just then, I noticed a wind was causing the 
torch F32..A ME to lean to the right. If there 
was wird, then there had to be another exit! 

Our spirits were lifted as we 
followed the stream of air to a 
staircase. We walked up the 
steps and into the Hall of 
Shathatis’ Secrets! 

I shone the torch against 
the wall, and there it was: 
the Peeipe we needed 
for the cure! I began to 





carefully chisel a copy 





a. DOWN, DOWN, DOWN... 


into my SV@WE WOVEBOOL. 


-/ HOES YOUR STOMACH HURT? 


DO YOU WANT TO 
FEEL BETTER? 
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THE BEST CURE IS A CUP OF 
CHAMOMILE TER. ......--.,.7 


TRY SOME — AND BE 
SURE TO THANK YOUR 
SHAMAN! 


















I finished chiseling and 
stepped back from the wall. 
But as soon as my paw touched 
the ground, I realized that 


there was no ground — I had 4) MZ 

stepped into a huge x ge 
hole! Trap reached out to za q C Wy | 
grab me, but we both fell sf a 


down, down, down. . . . 


= 


We landed in wy 
water. We had fallen 
down a well! My poor 


whiskers FROZE 


from the cold. i Nas 
















The stream carried us into 


a dark TUNNEL. Then the 


stream became a rushing 


We plunged over 
the falls and landed ina 
peaceful underground 
lake. With the last 
of our strength, we 
swam to a small, 
rocky Leach. 
We flopped onto 
the shore, finally 
able to rest. 
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As we caught our breath, a pale light and 
the sound of two voices drifted from a tunnel 
carved into the rock wall next to us. 

HOw STRANGE! 

Who could it be? 

And Tt \W in the name of cheese did they 
get here? 

We crept into the tunnel and hid behind 
a boulder to get a better look. I motioned 
to Trap to stay silent. There, in the light of 
f lickering torches, we could see the faces 
of the two mysterious mice: It was the Club 
brothers, the owners of the famouse clinic! 


B THEY Do Y 
Ve (ist wot ap HERP fi: 


@ 
The brothers stood at the edge of the 
underground lake, pouring horrible-looking 


900 into the water. 
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How strange! I sniffed the air, and 
recognized the smell — it was prehistoric 
Erune juice: 


Then we heard them laughing. “Ha, ha, 


ha! Now everyone will have an even worse 
stemacha@che than we gave them 
before,” said Shifty Club. “They’ll think 
Bluster Conjurat is a FOOL. and they’ll get 


( 
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tired of waiting for the chosen one to return 
from his MISSION.” 

Shady Club laughed. “Hee, hee, hee! He 
probably won’t return anyway. Few ever 
escape the Cave of Memories alive.” 

“And then everyone will have to ,coundrels; 


come to the Club Brothers’ .a°* | \ 
Clinic to be cured!” said sn 


Shifty, greedily rubbing 





his paws together. 

Trap was so angry that 
he was ready to jump 
out of the hiding spot to 
confront them. But I held 
him back. If we were quiet and followed 
them, we could find the EX! T! 











My brain sprang into action as we followed the 


two scoundrels through the UNDERGROUND 


passageway. 

Think, think, think... 

After a little while, I started to get a headache 
— we cavemice get tired after thinking too 
much! But everything soon became clear: 
1 The Cave of Memories seemed to be 
CONNECTED to Old Mouse City by tunnel. 
(2) All the WATER ‘in the village came from 
this underground lake. 

(3) The Club brothers came from Old 


Mouse City and poured prune Juco 


into the water, so they were responsible for 
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the Great Stemacheache! 

(4) With Trap’s help, I had completed my 
mission and found the recipe for the cure. 
But we had also discovered the RoTTen 
RODENTS behind this epidemic! 

(5) When I returned to Old Mouse City, 
I would be greeted as a hero. Surely that 
would impress Clarissa Confurat, the most 
fascinating rodent in the village! 
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I was still daydreaming when Trap gave me 
a pinth and brought me back to my senses. 

“WAKE UP, COUSIN, this isn’t the 
time for dreaming!” he said. 

Trap was right! 

Up ahead, the Club brothers were exiting 
the cave, disappearing into the nig ht. we 
followed, making sure they didn’t see us. Just 
as I had guessed, this tunnel had led us right 
to Qld Mouse City. 

I took a deep breath of the fresh night air 
and gazed at the Starry Sky. How 
wonderful to be outside and home again! 

Trap gave me another pinch. “WAKE UP, 
COUSIN!” 

“Sorry, Trap. I guess the stars are making 
me feel Romantic right now,” I said. 

Whoops! Did I say that out loud? 

Trap started to make fun of me. “You’re 
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in love! Your heart is softer than 
cream cheese, Cousin! Who is it? Do 
I know her?” g 

I tried to deny it, but my ears turned as 
red as burning lava. 

“No, I’m not in love,” I protested. “And if I 





were, | wouldn’t tell you who it is! Everyone at 
the RaHER Taaih Tavern would know. 
And that Sally Rockmousen would announce 
it on her Gossip Radio show! Everyone 
would know that I have an enormouse Crush 
on Clariss —” 

I clapped a paw over my mouth, but it was 
too late. 

I’m not sure if Trap figured it out. He didn’t 
say anything, but he gave me a sly look. 

I quickly tried to distract him. “That’s 
enough gossip!” I exclaimed. “We have a 
MISSION to complete! The only reason I 
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didn’t get sick today is because my water pipe 

was broken. So we must W N the city: No 

one can drink the water that is piped into - 
leaned d up.” 


“How can we warn them all?” Trap asked. 


Mouse City until it has been € 


“Go quickly, and wake up all our relatives, 
all your friends, and all of my employees at 
The Stone Gazette!” I told him. “Tell them 
to bring their GHISEL.S:” 

Trap Ff? off. and soon I had a small army 
of rodents working with me. We chiseled all 


By morning, every well and war Sk. 
source in the city had a sign on it: DON’T 
DRINK! TAINTED WATER! 


Then I took the recipe for the cure to 


night long! 





Bluster Conjurat. 
“There is a spring outside the city that 
hasn’t been tainted,” I told him. “You should 
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make the chamomile tea with that.” 

“Thank you, Chosen One!” he said. “You 
were brillian#” 

I looked around the shaman’s cave, hoping 
that Clarissa had heard that compliment. But 
his lovely daughter was nowhere in sight. 

So much for romance, | thought, and then 
yawned. I was exhausted! I went back to my 
cave for a good night’s SIC@P. 











The next morning, I woke up to the sound of 
Gossip Radio. 


“Geronimo Stiltonoot is in love with a 


mysterious rodent!” Sally Rockmousen was 
shrieking. 
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Ah, so Trap had spilled the beans! He’ll 
never change, | thought. But at least he hadn’t 
heard me say Clavissa's name. 

Then there was a knock on the door, and 
the entire Heftymouse family Gpesa st 
into my cave. 

“Who is this mysterious rodent?” Harriet 
asked. “Is it me?” 

This was awkward. “It’s just gossip!” I 
protested. “I’m not in love with anybody!” 

“Well, I’m not in love with you, either!” 
Harriet said with a sniff. 

Ernest Heftymouse was turjeus. “THE 

er’s friend’s WEDDING IS OFF/ ‘a 

he announced. 
What a relief! | 
thought. Then the 
pounding 
of the village 
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drums interrupted us. 

“Everyone come quickly!” a rodent 
was shouting. “The shaman has prepared 
a potion that will cure the Great 
Gtomachache!” 

I raced to Singing Rock Square, where I 
saw the Club brothers standing in front of a 
pot of Bluster’s POLION.. 

“Cavemice, don’t trust Bluster! His CUPE 
for the Great Stomachache won’t work!” 
squealed Shifty Club. “Come to our clinic. 
Only we can cure you! And it only costs ONC 
hundred seashells per rodent!” 

I jumped in front of them, furious. “You 
Stone-Age SCOUN drels: May the Great 
Zap strike your tails!” I yelled. 

The whole village was listening. “You two 
made everyone sick!” I went on. “Yesterday, 
my cousin Trap and | SAW you —” 
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Shady Club interrupted me. “Oh, yes? And 
how will you prove that we polluted the 


springs?” 
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I grinned. Shady Club had just confessed 
without realizing it! 

Shifty Club BEPPED his brother on 
the head. “QUjLE, YOU fFoof! You almost 
revealed all the details of our plan!” 

But the angry residents of Old Mouse 
City had heard enough. They took out their 
CluWS and chased the Club brothers out 
of town. Those brothers didn’t show their 
WHISKERS again for a long time! 

Then the citizens celebrated my triumph. 
“LONG LIVE GERONIMO!” they 
cheered. “Long live the chosen one! Long 
live the hero of Old Mouse City!” 

Harriet Heftymouse looked at me and 
sighed. “I’ve decided to forgive you, 
Geronimo. I’ll MUGEEY you after all!” 

I took off running. 

“Excuse me, I really need to go now,” I 
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shouted behind me. “I have a very IMPORTANT 


1? 


appointment! 
I ran to my OF F ICE and shut myself 
in. | wanted to preserve this incredible story 
forever, so I GHISELED it into Leo 
Edistone’s new invention — the stone book! 
It was the perfect invention for a 
storyteller like me: 
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@e. He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


#1 Alien sce, #2 You're Mine, Captain! 
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He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 

: ae 
ancient ancestor! Herunsthe stone __¢ 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is full 
of adventure! , 
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I, Seronime Silton, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYSTERIOUS mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. I’m a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think CREEPELLA and her 
family are L\\ MAW fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly spooky tales! 
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_ He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 

his life in the Stone Age 
is full of adventure! 
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Geronimo Stiltonoot wakes up to a terrible 
morning. Meteors are falling from the sky, 
and everyone in Old Mouse City has an 
awful stomachache! Geronimo must 

travel to the Cave of Memories to find the 
ancient shaman cure for his fellow cavemice. 
But dangers lurk on his journey — can he 
make it back home safely? 
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